' & sweeping movement on
organize a broom trust.

a8 kindly as you can of the
They work while you

y invasion worse than the Ameri-
invasion.

Lucky is the Chinese diplomat who
comes to this country. It is not only
. more sociable, but safer.

As the late Horace Biglow would
. say, the underpinning of Venice Iis
purty consid'ble out of jint

Some persons might think that eat-
ing fifty ears of green corn was about
& pleasant a way to die as any.

Prof. Schenk will always be remem-
red as the man who thought he was
‘posted on the whims of the stork.

A nolseless mosquito is no im-
ement on the other kind. It leaves
too much time for actual business.

w many loving wives will envy
Mrs. John R. Drexel her birthday gift
, check for $200,000 from her hus-

King Edward has confounded the
soothsayers, and that’s not a small
) even for a man who weighs 250

The Chicago discovery that the color
W Bcares away mosquitoes won't

-and Dulte Boris says Chicago is
and ngly, but good-hearted. The
thing may be eaid of John L.

Plerpont Morgan, it is said. re-
ss to “tip” hotel waiters, This
another of the advantages of being

. work of amassing a fortune of
000, cost Mr. Schwab his
. and it was not very hard
either.

When last heard from the crown
e of Germany was beginning to
olids and cast shy glances at
cgirls again.

¢. Mead refused a drink and
shot by the genial gentleman
offered to treat him. This did
happen in Texas.

As the Chinese rebels are being ex-
euted at the rate of 1,000 a day, it
predicted that the rebellion will not
Jast more than a year.

The world at large hangs very little
r on its door for the scorchobo-
who parts company with life at
80-mileg an hour gait. -

#fhe man who tled dynamite to his
‘sick dog and lost his house when the
animal wagged his tail has by this
time learned that cruelty does mnot

There are 600,000 Jews in New
wk, according to The Jewish
World. That city can now present a
preity strong claim to being the New

_q'uss.lam.

'If the United States mall is deter-
mined to suppress lotteries, they
ould’ suppress the mail. The aver-
age man's mail is a whole lot of lot-

Boston landlord who tried to coi-
his rent in kisses from a pretty
w was fined $26. There are some
freakish landlords and pecullar wid-
~in Boston.

As a result of an automobile acci
t Sir Thomas Lipton received a
shock, But it didn’t trouble him, He
useil to shocks. He received a few
the yacht races.

" mr. Schwab leaves his home in a

rivate car, but just now he no doubt
wyould be glad to trade places with
iman of sound nerves going to a pic-
behind a team of mules.

| All other theories regarding the
suleide of young Remington may be
disregarded since the fact became
Jmown that his last act before the
ghooting was an experlence with a
islephomne.

. 1t the crown prince of Siam has
yead what the newspapers have been
ying about the crown prince of Ger-
¥ he may think a second time be-

van'tuﬂng jnto the American

\girl's country.

' A great many young women in Eng
d are gaining social prominence by
~ reported engaged to Lord Kitch-
hut the hero of the South Afri-
:nrar appears to be successfully
ucting his famous skirmish line

e ————
4Centucky girl who has had 150
‘of marringe has decided to re-

; = and devote her life to mu-
she gots on the stage, how-
_probably cease to re-

a8 a Ihins to be much

> —

THREE WISHES

thee,"

--I--.-.-‘---._‘

“Oh, not,”

thee.""

thee.'"

An Infant in Its cradle slept, \
And in its sleep it smiled—

And one by one three women knelt
To kiss the fair-halred child;
And each thought of the daya Lo be
And breathed a prayer half silently, b

One poursd her love on many lives,
But knew love's toil and care;
Its burdens oft had been to her
A heavy welght to bear.
She stooped and murmured lovingly:
“Not hardened hands, dear child, for

One had not known the burdened hands,
Hut knew the empty heart;
At life’s rich banguet she had saft,
An unfed guest, apart.
she whispered,
“An empty heart, dear

And one was old; she had known care,
She had known loneliness;
She knew God leads us by no path
His presence cannot bless,
She smiled and murmured, trustfully:
“God's will, God's will, dear chlld, for

tenderly,
c¢hild, for

On the Turnpike,

BY H. B. MARRINER.
(Copyright, 1802, by Daily Story Pub. Co.}
Tinsley, the tollgate keeper, leaned
his long frame heavily upon the top
rail of the worm fence and watched
the efforts of a young man in the bot-
tom pasture mcross the road to cap-
ture a large sorrel colt which did not
sourt capture.

The young man, Tinsley noted with
an inward chuckle, had about reached
that stage of desperation wherein man
meditates the capture of a horse with
some convenient brick.

Tingley did not like the young man
who desired the horse. On general
principles he disliked every Young
man who owned & horse, and it might
be further stated that his dislike ex-
tended to every young man in the
vicinity of the Lollgate, whether he
possessed a horse or not, though from
the nature of his profession Tinsley
was more familiar with the former
class.

it wasn't Nettle Tinsley’s fault ex-
actly, this attitude of her parent's. al-
though ever since hiz advent into Ken-
tucky, Tinsley had watched with grow-
ing concern and perplexity the devel-
opment of his eldest daughter from a
red-headed, sun-tanned East Tennes-
see child into a young woman of un-
denliable beauty, who sat on the porch
of the tpllhouse in the evenings and
played softly upon an cld guitar left
in the stable by some unknown pos-
E2EBOT.

The number of saddle horses at his
hitching rack had grown steadily
through the summer, and Tinsley was
more than ever involved in the dif-
flenlt solution of the problem. He
wished even more fervently than he
had ever wished that his wife had
lived to see her eldest daughter grow
into a woman. .

Ineivility to the visitors was, of
courgse, in a Tennesseean, absolutely
out of the guestion.

Argument with Nettie, Tinsley felt,
with a world of bitter experience to
back his view, would be worse than
useless, and might, probably would,
precipitate what he feared most.
Altogether Tinsley was in what he
termed a “fix.”

The row of horses which ordinarily
fought and pawed about the old hitch-
ing rack had gradually grown less in
number a8 the year progressed, and
with the first frosts which sweetened
the wild grapes and crowded the bit-
terness from the soft pink-brown per-
slmmons there was but one horse
which spent much or its time at the
rack—a big sorrel colt, which Tinsley
had begun to look upon with hatred.
This change did not, however, im-
press Tinsley with especial joy. lle
did not look upon it as indicative of
growing unpopularity of his daughter.
He wished it was.

Tinsley greeted Will Dexter on the
road much as he might anyone else.
He staid away from home as much as
poesible and despised himself for it
When Judge Dexter passed in his bug-
gy driving the long-legged and much-
coveted Criterion mare, which was his
especial favorite, Tinsley would reflect
bitterly upon social conditions, and

.--"I /: ’, /
.'rfj'l. | f/f/; i ’

7 lll

# & JTeaned upon the top rail’ of the
worn fence.

wounld momentarily resolve to break

up the dangerous friendship between

his daughter and the =on of the

The weeks and months drifted on,
until one eventful day in Baptember,
and when Tinsley, sore in body and
wearied in mind, lumbered into the

on, there was no ome on duty at the
gate.
The three children
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| mre on the way now.'

judge, even if he had to kill zomebody. |

stable yard on his rattling pole wag- |

were plarying |

“store” in the kitchen, and his eldest
daughter was nowhere to be seen.

“Where's your sister?”’ he demanded
of the busy children, a great fear tug-
ging at his heart.

“The's done dwivin' wif Mithter
Dexter, papa,”’ replied the largest in-
fant. “The told me to tell you the'd
done to town an’ to tell you dood-bye.
Don't you wanth to buy thomethin’,
papa?”

But Tinsley was tearing open the
drawers in his daughter's room. 1t
was plain that she had gone. What
he had feared for so long had come to
pass. Nettbe had run away with
young Dexter, and it was plain from
the depletion of her scanty wardrobe
that she did not contemplate = speedy
return.

Something in Tinsley’s head seemed
to break. He was no longer a slouch-

‘“And, say, Tinsley, do you ever =
ing stoop-shouldered, shiftiess toll-
gate keeper, but a man whoee child
wasg in danger.

His shoulders stralghtened, his face
hardened into lines of resolution, and

“the top of his throat closed with a

vicious jerk.

Snatching his long, black revolver
from the mantel shelf, he burst
through the kitchen, leaving the door
aja# and the children wailing in af-
fright.

Throwing a saddle upon the huge
roan horse in the box stall, he whirled
the excited animal into the 'pike and
disappeared over the hill with a flur-
ry of gray dust. and a crackling of
hoofs.

Meanwhile the red-wheeled buggy
behind a big sorrel colt was whirling
along several miles ahead, bearing a
square-jawed young man in a slouch
hat and a frightened girl, whose glor-
ious halr, broken loose from Iita fas-
tenings, streamed behind her like a
burat of flame.

“0Oh, Will,” she exclaimed, clinging
to his arm, “‘I'm so afrald. Suppose
your father sees us. What will he
say ¥’

“He'll say a good deal,” he replied,
grimly. "“He always does. But don’t
be worried, Nettie girl. We'll get to
Dr. Willlams® before they ever dream
of looking for us and then——"

He bent over and kissed her cold,
white cheek.

Just at this moment, around a sharp
bend in the voad, appeared a vision
caleulated to make even a stout heart
quall, and Will Dexter's face grew
white as that of the girl beside him.

Swiftly approaching was the judge
himself. The broad Panama hat, and
the fringe of gray whiskers behind the
bobbing ears of the famous Criterion
mare were unmistakable.

“VShere are yvou going?’ demanded
the judge, blocking the road squarely

by reining his buggy diagonally across |

it. “And who the.devil may this be
with you?"

Young Dexter placed his arm about
the shrinking girl.

“Please be careful of your language,

| 2ir,” he said, eving his father steadily.

“This iz the girl [ am to marry. We

The face of the judge turned from
erimeon to an apoplectic purple.

“The devil you are!"” he sputtered
furiously. “Turn that horse around
and go home!"

“I will not. Get out of the road!”

The judge came mear dying. Was
this his son who was speaking to him?

“Did you hear me?" he demanded
with a look his son had never before
geen. “Turn that horse around or

With & spasm of pain, yet with rigid
Spartan determination the judge drew

| from his pocket a gleaming revolver.

“Turn that horse back

Will Dexter leaped from the buggy,
his eves ablaze, his hands closlng and
opening in fury.

There wa# the sound of galloping
hoofs, the snort aud foam of & fren-
zied horse and Tinsley, alert, straight,
savage and determined, leaped to the
ground before his horse stopped run-
ning and alighted in the center of dis-
turbance, plstol in hand,

“Turn about!" he commanded, in-
dieating the way with his vicious-ap-
pearing weapon. "“And move fast.”

The judge’s presence was complete-
ly ignored.

The judge almost
amazement and wrath,

“Who are you speaking to?" he de-
manded. “Did I understand you to
order my son, my son, to go back?"”

“1 did,” responded the mow infuri-
ated Tinsley, “if that low-lived cur is
a son of yours.”

The judge lashed his mare to one
side.

“Drive on there, Will,” he exclaimed
furiously. “My son takes orders from
no one but me. When you are married
come home. Go!"

Young Dexter leaped into the buggy
and si:shed the colt with his whip.
The animal leaped forward, threw one
of its wide-spread fore feet through a
wheel of the judge's buggy and fell
writhing and struggling with a broken
leg.

Instantly Tinsley was himessll once
more. lgnoring the gleaming weapon
of the judge pointed at him, with its
owner's savage gaze glancing along the
polished barrkl, he raised his own
Weapon.

There was a flat, crashing report, a
scream from the girl, and the pain-
maddened horse fell limply with a
heavy bullet through its tossing head.

“Goddlemighty!"” exclaimed the
judge, dropping his pistol into the
road. “Mr. Tiusley, you're a man—a
man damn you! Do ¥ou understand?
Another half second and 1'd have
plugged you, and you knew it. 1 should
have done it myselt.”

. “Here, you, will. take this rig and
go on! Don't stand about like a fool
with your mouth open!"

“When I see a2 man [ guess I know

Clear out.”

The crunch of wheels and the rapid
thud of hoofs died away and the judge
blew his nose with explozsive violence.

“My. Tinsley,” he said, 1 ask your
parden. I was wrong. Shall we leu
‘em go? Will you shake hands? That's
right. And, say,” the judge looked up
and down the road. “do you ever—7"
Tinsley did, occasionally.

exploded with

it.

LIFE'S HARVEST.

They are mowing the mearllows, nNow,
and the whispering, sighing

Song of the scythe breathes sweet on
mine idle ear--

Sorig of old summer dead, and of this

one dying—
FRoses an reses fallen, and year on year.,
Softly as swathes that sink while the

long scythe, swinging,
Passes and pauses and sweeps through
the deep Ereen grass:
Strange how thls song «
the old days singing-
Echoes of seasons gone,
that pass.

he scythe sets

und of these

Falr ghost of Youlh—from your sea-frag-
rant orchar loses
Called by the volce of the scythe ag it
sighs and swings—
Tell me NOwW HE You OSs me yvour Hhﬂ'ﬂ—
tom roses.
What was the dream  you  dredamed
through those vagrant Springs?

What that forgotten air when the henrt
went maying

What was the perfume blowing afar,
anear?
“¥outh — Youth — Youth” — the Scythe
keeps slghing and saying—
“The rose vou saw not—the "tune that
yvou could not hear,'
—Rosamond Marriott Watson in Ifarsd
per's.
A Hospitabls Heathen.
It was high noon, and Monday,
Worse yet, it was the thirteenth day

of the month. A knoek was heard at
the kitchen door of fhe Burps man-
sion. The Chinese servant opened the
door. A tramp of long and varied ex-
perience accosted him.

“I've been traveling, and have play-
ed in mighty hard luek,” observed the
tramp. *I lost all of my money in an
attempt to corner vats, and now I'm
hungry; very, very hungry. Can’'t you
pleagse give me a little bite of scee-
thing to eat?

The Chinaman compreiended . the
situation at once. A benevolent, pla-
cid smile spread itself over his entire

countenance.

“Yeu Jikee fiish?" he asked of the
tramp.

“Yes, I like fish first rate. That

will do as well as anything.'
“Come Fliday,” said the hospitanle
heathen.—New York Times.

New Type of Steamship.

. Consul J. €. Freeman writes from
Copenhagen: A company has bheen
formed in this city for the construc-

tion of a trial steamship of a new type.

Made a Hit With Him.

“Yes, 1 saw Miss Rushmore
avening, and she struck me as——

“0Oh, ves, as belng more beautiful
than ever?”

“No. She struck me as [ was try-
ing to cross Fifth avenue in front of
tha' big tonneaued car she scorches
arcund in, but I ean’t say that it was
her bemuty that smade the most im-
pression on me when we met.”

last

"

The inventor (s Capt. v. €. Ishoy,
who has taken out patents in the
principal countries. In this new form
| of steamer the screw is placed under |
the hottom instead of att. The hull
is materially c¢hanged in form, being
flatter, and the ship's draft thereby
considerably lesser It is eclaimed
that a saving in the consumption of
conl of about 20 per cent will be |
effected. The inventor believes that |
with the same amount of fuel the |
speed will be greatly incvreased, and
finally that this form of craft will be
much steadier and more seaworthy.”

£ e

n_New

The Heroes of Crime.
The spectacular crime of the cd
try is to be well exploited In

il make a great i
Dramatie MIFFOr-

‘e N ew Play-

the actor's

Washington. a written

One Tracy play iz already In op
tion and has been since a week
the outlaw escaped from the pe
tiary and began shooting sheriffs,
was originally done at the Third Al
pue theater in Seattle, and it is »
corded that when the outlaw killed 2
gsheriff—in the drama, that is—they
audience applauded. When he was
himself wounded, it wept. When he
loaded his gun it held its breath.
When he dexterously separated a guid
of tobacco from the plug and twirled
his mustache, it gasped.

The new Tracy plays will end with
the weath of the hero. He will die
heroically In each of them witn words
of herole character upon nis pale lips.

the May
cevived after

#oade Wit
dlee Strong
AmonE
how S

his €O

He will sink to the stage murmuring: | returne . Throng"
“Alas! Is this the end of all my | pearing 1 fhe C;idd‘.;
greatness? Zounds (he raises the | New Yoo tpnterl.

fatal pistol shotto his head!) Goodby

Lord -..‘

0.

L

Miss Maud Hoffman, whao will be audiences this seascn. She

remembered for her good work in to sail from England, with the!
“Pavid Garriek” when Mr. Wiliard tion of playing the entire seas
produced that play io tkis  country, America. What her repertoire ;'Q

will again seek the favor of American has not been announced.

| s o S
Marguerite (his girl)! Farewell! | tentive to the Behemian divinitiy
Goodby (he fires)! Ouch' Alas! (he | had worn his name out at the el
dies).” He uged to accompany her to thaj
L Tty ter and sit in the wings all ev
Jdames T. Powers. | with a borved, tired look which a
Mrs. Osborn has been negotiating | ed o everyone except the Yoha |
with James T. Powers for the past | seli. Just hefar T.']e.]as‘-t a
weelk or so o play the leading com- | would zo to lher ladyship's dre .3
edy role in “The Understudy,” to be | room and almost pleadingly drawl: o
produced at Mrs. Osborn's playhouse | "New, Mayrie, dear, we are gof
in October. right home after the show, are
When seen by a Mirror man regard- | we?”

ing this and other engagementa for And “Mayzie cear” guite invariab

replied: “Yes, part of us are—yy
and (he diamonds. 1"l be alop
shortly,” ¥

Irving Takes Cld Theatar.,

Sir Henry Irving is not to have a
new theater in London, after .all.
On the cantrary, he will be housed
permanently hereafter during his Lon-
don season at the Shafishury theater
| The little house 18 to he remodeled.'
and refurnizhed for the Irving occu~
pancy, which begins next March with
a production of t new Sardou play
“Dante.”” The Bhaltsbury is the t.hea:.
ter where our American piece, “The
Bellz of Naw York,” enjoved [tl; won-
derful London run, 2 :

! Unigue Titles of Plays.
| Three uniqua play titles announeced

are “Mar lary, Quite
Hnous lBa;: Old,” When,
sanil: € Are nego- | 4 ] old,’” and L)
tiating witl . Powers, but the m:u.| ‘hose Present.™ !1&'-nri.;ltlie]1 C;?;:li_::g
ter lies entirely in hiz hands, The | @Wns the first, Walker Whiteside thn-
only point of discussion is over the | 56cond, and Mrs. Lemoyne the third o
part he s to pl We are also in T = ;
communication with Harry Woodruff, Stnart Robson will hegin hig sep

As0m

but he has not yel s

In Brooklyn on Sept. |
Wi

vive

ued for any part.

have gigned with Grayvee Scott “The «Comedy p
L rI'a) e e s : ¥ of Wrrn "
}_jlu.uulm Ring, now with "The De. | Will give some rlF‘T‘fﬁ]‘mﬂn("Pﬁo:; “af‘d
tender,” and the Misses M. Von Den. | Herrietta Cliftorg g

Lelgh w
the part of one of the £h Wil play

the others in

burgh, Mary O'Hagen, Alice Egan and |
Claudine Sharp. We are also nego-
tiating with Amy Fonslund, the con- | Bdwin Helt, J

- 3 . 3 . Joseph P,
tralto. Our latest engagement is for | Edwin F. Mayvo, L:ruraPTlKoe Wil
the Hengler Bisters, who we feel cer | Vietoria Adrﬁsm\ i gl

Dromios, and
the company Will be

melodramas next season. Besldes Ezra 11 and James:

play relating the experiences Er.ra:‘::“;?et. have been

James boye in Missouri, there is to o7, dall has repeatedly,
quother concerning the jail break v K‘md Riley to write &
the Biddles in Pennsylvania, and L vain, Urge latter doubted his
third detailing the “beginning of th PYor wim. TUC ction, but Goslly
tinish of the end” of Harry Tracy atg in tha attention to & poem

and suggested

\tn the disappearin

E . was more OF less
3

b. He will re- *

her

he treated her O
ord Hope, after
aniry and was

aft
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